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SCENE.—Haly, near Padua. 'TIME.—From dusk till day light. 


SLEEPING DRAUGHT. 


ACT L009 


SCENE Ll. Arn ftalian Village. Vincolo’s House at the 
hack. Joiner’s Shop at a distance, with a large chest 
seen near the door. ' Sun setting. 


; Enter RINALDO and Poro1ino. % 


Rin. But what reason can you ur ge, ‘ee not 
wishing to remain in my service? 

Pop. It’s a service of danger. 

Rin. Yet you know I have a hope— __ 

Pop. A forlorn hope then. sas 

ae Francesca loves me cevotedly. 

Pin. May be. 
' Rin Ah! Popolino, she’s an angel! 

Pop. Ah! master, she’s 2 woman! 

Rin. Then for assistance—Nonna is fond of you. 

Pop. She says so. 

Rin. Oh you cannot doubt her sincerity for a 
minute. 

Pofi.. Not an instant—she’s a chambermaid!— 
Debtor account well cast up—now for creditor— 
in the first place, old Vincoio her uncle keeps her 
locked up from the sight of every one. 

Rin. Vrue—that’s awkward. — 

Pop. And tho’ he wouldn’t grieve at an alliance 
between you, yet is as proud as he’s poor. 

Rin. That’s bad. 

Pop. And your father, farmer Bruno, tho’ roll- 
ing in wealth, is as mean as he’s rich. 
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tin. That’s worse: 

Pop. And wouldn’t give the value of a couple 
of ducats, to save us both from starving. 

Rin, Ah! that’s— 

Pop. The devil. It’s a figure Sir, we can 
never get over—-account closed—balance struck 
“every thing against us—l’m off—if you chuse 
to dot here—I shall beg leave to carry one. 

Rin, Yet stay, Popolino. My godfather Maz- 
zio, by whose kind care, I was placed at the col- 
lege in Padua—yesterday assisted as with (frulls 
out a furse )— 

Pop. Oh! Oh! Ways and senmindt see—a 
supply. 

Kin, But if you are determin’d to leave me— 

Pop. Wrong reckoning—books open again for 
subscription, (holding out his hand ) 

Rin. Well, to come to the point; relying on 
your utmost assistance, I’ll give you these five 
pieces now, and ten more on the ultimate success 
of our scheme. | 3 

Pop. (takes and fiockets the money ) All duly 
enter’d.—_ Well, this unexpected turn in the tide 
of our affairs, gives me the highest spirits pos- 
sible—you find Sir, like many a modern politician, 
more is to be done by the power of gold, than any 
thing else. But notwithstanding all, I am in 
great fear as to the success of the scheme you 
have imparted ; surely we may contrive a much 
more eligible plan for you to gain an interview 
with your mistress. 

Rin. I know of none. 

Pop. Recoliect, her uncle is chief nian 
the Podesta of the village—it was unfortunately 
my lot, some time past, to have several disagree- 
able conversations with him, I won’t say exactly 

upon what unjust cause, but if we were to fail, 
and your humble servant be discovered, he’d mis- 
construe all our virtuous intentions, innocence 
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would be punished for guilt, and I suffer the fate 
of an old offender. 

#in. Impossible—your disguise will mask you 
too much to tear detection—when you have celi- 
vered the letter, by which I am in hopes to draw 
him to Padua, you must find means to gain an 
audience with either Francesca or her maid None 
na, and concert measures to put my projected 
scheme into execution this very evening—when 
*tis arranged, I will be in waiting for you two 
miles from this, at my friend Lattza’s farm. 

Pop. Enough, enough, Sir. 

Rin. And be sure you keep out of my father’ $ 
way, it’s possible he ma‘ recognise you. 

Pop. Not at all, sir, I should hardly remem- 
ber him myself; never saw him but once, and 
then he stript me of the only bit of finery I ever 
had in my life—asked whose dog I was? and 
swore, no puppy belonging to you should ever be 
exposed in a gilt collar. (mimicking ) But how- 
ever, [ll about the affair directly. 

Rin. But pray observe— 

Pop. Sufficient I assure you Sir, your argu- 
ments are so powerful, and your gold so com- 
manding, that you may depend on being obey’d in 
every particular.. Adieu Sir, adieu. Rely on my. 
activity. [ kaeunt severally. 


SCENE Il. An apartment in Vincoto’s House. Vin- 
COLO discovered at a table, on which Are VATLOUS Stit’= 
gical instruments, bottles, </q “mae 

Saee ee 

Vin. Ay, Ay, that mixture will do exceedingly 
well. I’ve just prepared it with my own hands, 
to be certain of its strength. Lull’d by this power- 
ful opiate, the patient will be unconscious of the 
pain, my intended operation would otherwise 
cause him. Let me consider; it must be per- 
formed this evening, or at all events early in the 
1* 2 eae 


6 SLEEPING DRAUGHT. (Penley. 


morning; and tho’ Dr. Scariffillo, from Padua, 
still maintains the undertaking to be dangerous, 
I dare pledge the reputation twenty years prac- 
tice has gain’d me, upon its efficacy. Well, well, 

I must arrange accordingly. [takes uf several of 
the instruments, and goes into his study. 


Enter Nonna, on tiptoe, peeping into the room. 


Non. Not here either? then he must certainly 
be gone out, for I have looked in every room of the 
house. ‘That’s fortunate, if we could but get out 
unseen, and take the key, we might chance to 
light on Rinaldo, or his man Popolino. They pro- 
mised to contrive some stratagem to see us to day. 
Heigho! the sun has set already. My mistress is 
dying with expectation; and, as for poor me, I’m 
over-run by the fidgets—can’t sit still for two mi- 
nutes together; take up my work, run the nee- 
dle into my finger ; strum the guitar, break half 
the strings; in short, I can neither walk, talk, 
think or look with any degree of reason ; ugh! ! its 
a devilish thing to be in love! 


Francesca, speaks win — NN onna ! Nonna ! 


Non. There again, ‘quite forgot the Signora. 
"The coast is clear, madam, you may venture from 
‘the dungeon ; I’m sure its little better, for the old 
Doctor locks us up in it nearly the whole of the 
day. Oh! how I should like to return him the 
compliment, ve - 


Enter FRANCESCA. 


Fran. Well, Nonna, is my uncle gone out? 

Von. Yes, ma’am, I think so; taking his even- 
ing walk perhaps. I’ve peep’di in every room af- 
ter him. 

Fran. No tidings yet of Rinaldo? 


an 
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Non. No, ma’am, nor Popolino either, so that 
all my beautiful contrivance, by which the Sig- 
nior might be enabled to enjoy our conversation 
for a few hours this evening, will be inevitably 
thrown away.—Such an invention ! 

Fran. Excellent, indeed! could we but gain 
some kind person to give Rinaldo notice of it, you 
would be well rewarded for your merit: but, as 
it is, for want of a friend 

Von. Merit suffers, and that, in the great 
world, I’m afraid, ma’am, is no uncommon case. 

Fran. True, girl, ’tis interest all ;—stampt by 
the powerful hand of interest, the meanest dross 
passes for ever current, whilst the pure ore of 
merit sinks in its native soil, unsought for and un- 
known. ; 

Non. Well, ma’am, if before old Beatrice re- 
turns, we could contrive to take a little air on the 
green hard by, I think it would do neither of us 
any harm. I’m sure I shall give old master no- 
tice to quit. You see, ma’am, all my beautiful 
colour’s gone already, and its high time that I 
should follow. 

fran. Come then, Nonna; don’t lose a mo- 
ment! 

JVon. Not a second. (brings her veil, &c.) 

fran. But are you ready ? 

Von. I shall be in a moment. He! he! my 
crusty gentleman, little knows what we’re about 
now, if he was to see us, he’d be ina deuce of a 
passion, and with his old mahogany phiz, the first 
thing he’d say to us, would be—— 





Vincoxo re-entering from the study. 


Vin. Where the devil are you going to? 

Non. Ah! (screams) 

Vin, Where are you going to, hussey ? 

Non. He! he! there’s no occasion to snap a 
body's nose off, either. 
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Vin. Will you answer me or not? Where were 
you going ? . 

Non. Going ! no where ; not going at all. 

Vin, Was ever man so plagued! Come hither, 
mistress, dare you look me in the face, and utter 
such a palpable falsehood ? 

-WVon. (looks at him) Yes, sir. 

Vin. What, in defiance of occular demonstra- 
tion ? 

Non. Eh! yes, sir. Not that I understand what 
you mean by occular, but I dare say, its only your 
pottecarier’s talk. 

Vin. Why, you impudent—— 

Non. Recollect, sir, you’re in the company of 
ladies. 

Vin. You audacious ! 

Non. Ornaments of the creation ! 

Vin. Spirit of contradiction ! 

Non. And, therefore should learn—— 

Vin. Confusion ! 

Non. No, sir; politeness. (curtsies) 

Vin. Will you hear me ? 

Von. My lady you see is quiet as a mouse. 

Vin. S’death, may I speak ? 

Non. And I hav’nt said a word. 

Vin. Nonna! Nonna! 

Non. Though you’d endeavour to persuade so. 

Vin. Zounds hussy ! 

Non. Ill not be scandalized for nothing. 

Vin. Only one word. 

Von. And you ought to be ashamed. 

Vin. Stop, Ill teil you. - 

Non. To accuse any one unjustly—and since I 
find you fly in a passion at every trifle, and won’t 
permit me to say one word in my defence, I must 
seek for redress elsewhere ; I don’t care for stay- 
ing with you ; you may provide yourself with ano- 
ther servant, for Iam determined, never to stop 
in any house where I’m always obliged to hold 
my tongue, [Eoxit. 
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Vin. [endeavouring all the latter part of Non- 
NA’S sfieech to gain attention.| Phew! hold your 
tongue—damme, but its the perpetual motion. 
Now, for you, madam, as that little she devil of 
a pioneer has clear’d the way, I presume you are 
prepared to commence the action ina more re- 
gular form. 

Fran. (rising) At length then, sir, I have in 
some measure recovered from the surprise, into 
which your extraordinary behaviour had thrown 
me. 

Vin. My behaviour! why this is as bad as the 
other. 

Fran. Yes, your behaviour—pray, sir, what 
mighty crime had we committed, by endeavour- 
ing in your absence to steal a little fresh air? 

Vin. And pray, madam, what necessity had you 
to steal air, when I’m obliged to pay for what you 
have through the windows? 

Fran. Well, sir, remember its entirely your 
own fault; if I’m obliged to make use of strata- 
gem, in regaining my liberty ; I’m very unwilling 
to do so—but if you cannot think proper to pursue 
more lenient measures, you must take the conse- 
quences ; and I shall seize the earliest opportu- 
nity of wishing you, all possible health and spi- 
rits in my absence, dear uncle ! 

[Curtsies formally, and exits into her chamber. 

Vin. (bowing) Dear neice—ha! ha! well, af- 
ter all, 1 don’t dislike the girl’s spirit, and if old 
Bruno could be brought to consent to their union 
—-—but no, his character’s too well known, to 
imagine such a thing, and I could sooner perish 
than lower the pride of my family, in seeming to 
desire it. (4 loud knocking at the gate heard) 
What now, I wonder? Beatrice, open the door 
—Pooh, pooh! I forgot, she’s spending the day 
with her relations, and won’t be back these two 
hours. (Knocking) Hey! hey! the gentleman’s 
in a hurry, Nonna, (cad/s) Nonna. 
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Enter Nonna, sulkily. 


Von. Well 

Vin, Well! and why not sir ? 

Non. Well——sir. 

Vin. Gotothe door. | 

Non. Yes——sir, (going slowly) 

Vin. Pray take your time. 
~ Non. I will——sir. (Knocking again) 

Vin, You—you essence of perverseness !| Come 
back. 

Non. Umph——sir. 

Vin. On second thoughts, this may be some 
contrivance. I'll go myself. (aside) Go back 
again. 

Non. Call one for nothing. (Knocking) 

Vin. Return to your room, I say. 

Non. Fine thing to be made a fool of indeed, 
(going) , 

Vin. Yes: and I’ll take pretty good care you 
shan’t pay me in my own coin. I like your grum- 
bling, forsooth; but you shall have occasion to 
grumbie more, before another week passes over 
your head, hussy; you shall. [Ex it. 

Von. (partly returning) An old bear !--—I 
should like to see who it is—and I will too: my 
curiosity must be satisfied, if I die for it: Oh! oh! 
here they come. (retires.) 





Enter Vixcota and Pororino disguisedas a. Dutch 
servant, with a pipe, Ec, 


Vin. This way, sir; this way. 
Pop, Yaw, yaw dat is weel, dat is goede. 
Vin. Now friend, let me know your business. 
Pop. Is Mynheer t’Huys? 
Vin. What? 
Poft. Mynheer t’Huys. 
Vin. Nobody of that name, friend. 
Pop. Oh! you haff stoop, 
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Vin. Stoop! 

Pon. De head off de block. 

Vin. Oh! blockhead !—- upon my word, I’m ve- 
ry much obliged to you.u—but what do you want? 
Pop. Mynheer can niet de Hoilandsch spreek- 
en? 

Vin. Spraken, (shakes his head) No! no! 

Pop. Ne de Hoogduytch spreeken? Vel den Ick 
most-spreek vid your tongue. 

Vin. Speak with my tongue—Ob! yes, yes. 

Pop. Yaw; his de master of de huis home? 

Vin. Now I comprehend—yes ; the master is at 
home ; and what’s more, has the difficulty of un- 
derstanding you at this very moment. 

Pop. Dis var momant! ( pulls off his hat) ah? 
mynheer— Ick come—-vat you call—-Mynheer 
Gosalvo van Padua. 

Vin. Ah! weshalido yet. You come then from 
Signior Gonsalvo, at Padua,—this is the Dutch 
servant he snoke to me of lately. And how is my 
noble friend?—nothing I hope has happened de- 
trimental to his health or happiness. 

Pop. Mynheer Ick con niet voorstand. 

Vin, Can’t stand ; well then, sit down, my fine 
fellow : all my people are gone out, but Ill assist 
myself to a good glass of liquor. (Takes down a 
small bottle, like the one which contains the Sleep- 
ing draught) there, (flours out a glass.) 

Pop. Goede heyl, Mynheer, (drinks) 

Vin, 1 dare say ; much good may it do you. Now 
to your message. 

Pop. Yaw! dere is vat Mynheer = send, 
(gives a letter) 

Vin. A \etter—ah! this will let me fabs your 
business at once. (efening it): 

Pop. (aside) ’Sdeath! how unlucky. I can’t 
see my little Nonna; I shall never be able to 
gain the other ten pieces master promised, 
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Von. Do you want me, Sir. 

Vin. No, Ma’am—so go to your chamber again 
ne always in the way when you’re not need- 
ed. 
Pop. Ah! ah! zy is e’en ta’amlyk mooije vrouw. 

Non, A what! 

Pop. E’en mooije juffer. i 

Non. A juffer indeed—call me a juffer—a rude 
impudent fellow—pray, Sir, what amphibious 
animal] is that ? 

Vin. He! he! amphibious indeed—he’s a Dutch- 
man. 

Pop. Yaw, Ick ben een Hollander. 

Non. A Dutchman! O then that’s enough. 

Pop. Umph!—it quaet it niet. 

Non. What do you mean by neat? marry come 
up—pray leave nodding at me, and go where you 
are understood—Lord, lord, if people were but 
conscious, what ridiculous figures they cut, in fo- 
reign parts, I’m sure they’d have wisdom enough 
to stay at home. [£xit. 

Pop. (wishing to detain her) Hist! hist !—ah! 
she’s gone, was there ever such a fiery devil 
yes, its all over with us. 

Vin. (having read the letter.) How unlucky— 
my old friend Gonsalvo, to be so dreadfully wound- 
ed ; and just at this time too—never sure, was ac- 
cident more unfortunate—what can I do? Yes, I 
must go—must fly to his assistance; but then 
what becomes of my patient? 

Pop. Perhaps she may return—how shall I de- 
lay the time. (aside) 

Vin. Yes, it must be so. T’ll endeavour tocome 
back as speedily as possible—my good friend (co 
Pop.) ! 

Pop. Yaw. 

Vin. I suppose you partly know the purport of 
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this letter—it does not admit of a moments delay 
—do you set off for Padua immediately, and say I 
shall not be long in following you—-you understand. 

Pop. Nay—dat is niet goede. 

Vin. Zounds ; say Vll come directly. 

Pop. Nay, nay. 

Vin. Nay, nay. (mimicking) What the devil 
do you nay for. 

Pop. Most haff e’en lettre-—e’en e’en—-ant- 
woord. 

Vin. An answer I suppose you mean. 

Pcp. Yaw, yaw—you most—write. 

Vin. What must I write for—can’t yon take a 
verbal answer? 

Pop. Yaw, 

Vin. Well then, say that in the course of a cou- 
ple of hours I’ll be in Padua—now you compre- 
hend! 

Pop. Yaw; but you most write. 

Vin. Was there ever such a— 

Pop. Ick sall not go till you write. 

Vin. Death and fury sir. (loud) 

Pop. Vat de dibels dat. 

Vin. Why you—you-.--(in @ passion. ) 

Pop.ick sall sit down till you write. (sits down 
and fiuts tobacco in his fife) Haff you light in your 
house ? 

Vin. (restraining his fiassion) Sweet temper’s 
a jewel—Ha! ha! Why, you butter-headed Hol- 
lander—you fog created— 

Pop. You most write. 

Vin. Write—Oh! I should Wie to write you 2 
prescription. Well I suppose there’s no alterna- 
tive. (sits down and writes) Oh! if I were your 
doctor—when you’re ill Mynheer be careful not 
to send for me—there (gives letter) And unless 
you make great haste, I shali be at Signiar Gon- 
salvo’s before you. 

‘Pop. Ah! ah! dat is zoede—dat is weel. 

2 
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Vin. Aye now, get along as fast as you can. 
Pop. Yaw, Ick sall so soon as fly. 
. Vin. There, there, my service to your master. 
(urging him to go) | 
Pop. Bedanken Mynheer. 
Vin. Yes—go along. 
Pop. (turning back each time he sfheaks) Ick 
Sall give de lettre. 
Vin. Ay, ay—good day. 
Pop. Goede dag Mynheer. 
[Vincoxo turns his back as Porouino gets to the door, 
who instead of going out, skips behind the screen.} 


Vin. So! I’m rid of him at last—don’t think ¥ 
was ever more plagued in my life—first to secure 
my young madam—no servant like a trusty key. 
(locks the door). 'Fhere they are, safe enough— 
and now to prepare me for the journey. 

[Lait into his study. 

Pop. (heeping from behind the screen) And the 
sooner you’re off the better—the women are lock- 
ed up sure enough, and what’s worse, he has ta- 
ken the key with him—no matter, here I stay, 
let the event be what it may, till I can find means 
to deliver my message—should like to take ano- 
ther glass of the old boy’s liquor before he puts it 
by—it’s there—I’ll venture—no noise—so here 
goes. (comes down on tifitoe, and flours out a 
giass from the bottle which contains the sleeping 
draught.) Eh! no. (as he is putting the glass te 
his lins, he hears a noise within, and suddenly 
gulps down the whole of the contents before he is 
aware of the mistake.» Ugh! Ugh! damn it, ve 
swallowed the wrong stuff-—zounds here he comes 
again. Ugh! (hides again behind the screen.) 


Re-enter VincoLo, with his hat, cane, Se. 


Vin. That old twadler Beatrice, not to have 
returned before this—she shall have another holi- 
day again in a hurry. IJ hav’nt a moment to lose 


Actt.] SLEEPING DRAUGHT. 15 


—must send old Ambrose to take charge of the 
street door till she comes back—first let me put 
these by safe. (fiuts botiles, Sc. in cupboard) 
That Dutch rascal has made me in such a flutter, 
Et hardly know what ’m about—he may think 
himself well off that he hasn’t me to physic him. 
(Pop. partly shows himself) The key of the la- 
dies chamber I’ll trust with no one, but place it 
a the old spot, where Beatrice will be sure to find 
(fiuts the key over the ledge of the door) 
Theve all’s secure—my mind is perfectly at ease, 
and now for Padua and my old friend Gonsalvo, 
[Lait VENCOLO. 
Pop. (coming forward ) I should like to know 
what horrid medicine I have poured down my 
throat if it should happen that-—oh ! no; non- 
sense—he would hardly leave any thing of a dead- 
fy nature so carelessly about. Vl open the door 
however, (offers ladies’ apartment) I feel very 
odd; a kind of indescribable something, I don’t 
know how-—it cant be! (frightened) what the 
effects of poison are, I don’t know ; none of my ace 
quaintance were ever taken off in that way— 
they must be very dreadful! heat! cold! gnawe. 
ings! tremblings! heart-burnings! shiverings! 
dear me, its very cold to-day ; quite winter, Tl 
call for help! Nonna, Nonna! My teeth 
chatter, and---eh! no, the heat of the room 
overpowers me---oh! I’m going !---its all over 
with me!---Yes, ’m off————-Oh! oh! (stagyers 
into a chair.) 








Enter Nonna. 


Non. Who calls me? 

Pop. O Popolino! Popolino! (he staggers toe 
chair _) 

Non, Why, its this Dutch fella agai. What 
business have you here, sirrah? 

Pop. Oh! my business is done | } Qh! Nonna 
Nonnat 
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_Non. That voice { declare its Popolino in 
disguise ! Signora Francesca, madam, pray come 
directly, its Rinaldo’s servant, ma’am. 





Enter FRancEesca. 


ran. What, Popolino. I was just going to 
give you over. 
Pop. Don’t give me over ma’am—oh! 
Non, What’s the matter? Quite knocked up I 
suppose, at your journey’s end. 
Pop. Journey’s end, oh! 
- Fran. Why not here before ? I thought you and 
your master were dead. 
Pon. He’s not dead ma’am—but—oh! oh! 
Non, What d’ye mean by oh! oh! | 
fran. Nonna, how pale he looks !—-You frighten 
me out of my life. 
Non. He don’t answer!—Speak, Popolino; I 
shall scream if you don’t speak. 
Pop. Oh! Nonna, Nonna, I’m going. 
Non. Going, where? 
Popft. Oh! don’t ask me,—poison will work its 
way. . 
_ Won. Poison! 


Fran. How! 


Pop. Can I get no assistance >——-Oh ! 

Fran. None but from my Uncle. 

“Pop. And he’s gone to Padua. What a wick- 
ed wretch I am.—Had not the temptation of love 
and gold sent me upon this rogue’s errand, to 
make an appointment for my master, under your 
window to night, things might have all been well, | 





—but now——Oh! oh! (cries. ) 


Fran. Dreadful situation ! 

Non. Oh! oh! 

Pop. Don’t cry, Nonna !—we should have been 
married,—perhaps its better asit is. Let brother 
Matty and cousin Pinello have my Clothes ;—give 
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uncle Quivedo, my two shirts; and Peter, my 
Hannel waistcoat——but, to be so unexpectedly 
cut off. 

Non. To fall in the very bloom of youth. 

Pop. Ah! quite the flower! only one and thir- 
ty! (going gradually off) Remember your Popy— 
Popolino—buy a ring for his sake.—Don’t forget 
the legacies ; and do what you can for ’em besides. 
How misty every thing appears—I can’t see you, 
Nonna—but though out of sight, you’re not out of 
mind !—don’t grieve for your true lover’s loss!— 
and—Oh! Nonna!——Oh! 

Fran. Fatal accident !—he’s gone for ever. 

Von. Oh! Popolino! Popolino! (crying.) 

Fran. Nothing more dreadfully unfortunate 
could have happened! 

Non. (in tears) ‘The truest lover! 

Fran. My dear girl, believe me, I share in 
every particle of your grief!—but this is not a 
moment to indulge it, what shall we do? 

Von. One who never spoke an angry word. 
Fran, Consider, Nonna, if he were found here, 
my reputation—yours—nay, the honour of the 
whole house, would be eternally disgraced. « - 

Von. So beautiful a youth! esas 

Fran. Pray, pray dear Nonna, consider the exi- 
gence of the business—hush your grief awhile, 
and aid me in forming some contrivance to convey 
poor Popolino from the house, and when Rinaldo 
comes we may explain all: but I wouldn't have 
him found here for worlds. 

Non. No ma’am, nor I—poor Popolino. 

fran. Nonna, I have it—as we daily come from 
mass, did you never observe a large chest at the 
door of our poor neighbour, the joiner? 

Von. Yes ma’am, it belongs to him, ’tis for 
sale—(falf crying.) 

‘ran, Nonna, ’tis to save the honour of our fa- 
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mily that I desire it. Can you—do you under- 
stand me? 

Non. Ah! Yes ma’am—you wish me to convey 
him there ’till his master comes; but that the 
urgency of the case claims my consent.—Yes, it 
shall be done ’tis already dusk, before the moon 
is up I will endeavour to obey your orders. 

Fran. Nay, a moment must not be lost. Re- 
flect, Beatrice may return immediately. 

Non, ‘True, true, well then tinadam, do you run 
to your chamber and see if the coast be clear, 
whilst I look to the possibility of conveying him 
gut, and secure the garden door for my retreat. 

fran. That’s a kind Nonna. 

Non. Ah! Signora, it’s no easy task for me, 
(going ) oh! Popolino, Popolino, that fortune 
should throw you in such a cruel situation to 
break the heart of your Nonna, 

[ kxeunt severally. 


SCENE IIl. 
The Village. Enter Bruno and Gapnriotte. 


Bru. Nonsense, nonsense, don’t tell me; you’ve 
had one good meal to-day already. 

Gab. Master, not for this fortnight, and then 
you were not to be thanked for it—a good meal at 
your house would be register’d as one of the most 
surprising miracles in the village. 

Sru. Hold your tongue you cormorant, do you 
think I keep you only to eat and drink ? 

Gab. No signs of it, master; eat—it must be 
the air then; see how fat I grow upon it, yow ll 
have to provide a new servant, for I’m sure there 
will be nothing of me left shortly. 

Bru. Have done with this folly sirrah, you can- 
not deny but our abstemious way of living is more. 
conducive to health than any other. 

Gab. Mercy on me, health! what was I half a 
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year ago? as fine a fat headed fellow as ever did 
honour to a good repast.—Ah! those were my 
happy eating moments; but since I’ve been in 
your service, these clothes look for all the world 
like a truss of hay upon a pitchfork. 

Bes: And so old Vincentio, the butcher’s dead, 
is he? 

Gab. Ay master, cut up at last—your turn 
next, perhaps. 

Bru. Mine you—poor fellow! well, I have em- 
ployed him to slaughter for me any time these 
thirty years, and who I shall get to kill the calf 
in the morning for the dealers from Padua, I know 
not? 

Gab. No! then lll tell you—a relation of mine 
has long been in the service of the neighbouring 
farmers, for the same purpose—he’d be glad to 
Wait on you. 

Bru. A relation of your’s, eh! may I depend 
on his honesty ? 

Gab. Aye, as much as upon mine. 

Bru. Umph! one who won’t listen to the foolish 
tales propogated about me in the village? 

Gab. Not a bit—he’s deaf. 

Bru. Nor tattle about my affairs to your inqui- 
sitive neighbours! 

Gab. Not an atom—He’s dumb! : 

Bru. Ah! ah! these are rare advantages in- 
deed ; he shall be employed ; you’ve brought the 
calf as I directed? 

Gab. Yes. 

Bru. Then he shall have the killing of it ; let 
him come and wake me at the very peep of day, 
for as soon as he has finished the job, we must 

send the carcase to Padua. Yet I should like to 
see him now—if you can meet with him within a 
quarter of an hour, bring him to me; I shall be 
somewhere hereabouts—so go d’ye hear. 

Gaé. Directly master—a calf to be killed—oh ! 
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oh! then there’s a chance of getting a supply for 
the grumblers at last—a calf to be killed—well 
if ever! [Exit. 
Bru. This fellow will suit me exactly; but te 
what tends all my thrift, or care, when I have 
such a prodigal for a son as Rinaldo!—Well, well, 
let him take his own way, nota ducat shall he 
have of mine, unless he agree to my wishes in 
every thing.—Hey day, who have we here !— 

some foolish love affair going forward I suppose.— 
Pshaw! pestered enough with them in the vil- 
lage. { He retires. 


Enter Nonwa, cautiously—( Her veil on.) 


Von. So thank heaven, poor Popolino’s safe in 
the chest at last ;—but I can’t conceive, when 
Rinaldo comes, how he’! be able to get him out 
again, for when I closed the lid, I found it fasten’d 
with a spring—’twas’nt my fault; but however, 
the Signora may set her heart at rest—but when 
shall I set my heart at rest; no other sweetheart 
in the village—oh! cear—well I must trust te 
time and fortune; now to relieve my mistress of 
her fears,—poor Popolino? [ Lxit NONNA. 

Bru. (Coming forward. ) What can that little 
Tabby want catterwauling about here for? some- 
thing very suspicious going on—yes, yes, I'll watch 
this affair a little further—eh! what do I see—its 
a robbery—she’s in the plot, and here come her 
accomplices, (he retires again, when enter twe 
fellows with the chest, ) what are they carrying 
off, I wonder? 

1st Fell. I tell. you comrade, its confoundedly 
foolish of you, we shall only have our labour for 
our trouble. 

2d Fell. Pshaw! Set it down a moment, its 
devilish heavy—depend upon it here is sufficient. 
to pay us for all our last ill luck, and we did right 
in making off with it. 
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Bru. (Behind ) Oh? oh! 

1st Fell. Then you may rely upon a strict 
search every where, and it we should be caught, 
our being strangers here is enough to make ’em 
handle us roughly. 

Bru. Aye, there you’re right, (behind. ) 

2d Fell. Well we must take our chance, up 
with it—/they raise it )—i’m sure its a noble 
prize—a treasure perhaps, and if we can but get 
it to the woods, we may rifle it at leisure. 

Bru. May you so? (advances, and as they are 
about to bear it off, strikes the lid very forcibly 
with his cane, exclaiming)----Villains! Robbers! 
Pedro! Gabrietto! seize these rascals--(at the first 
sound of his voice the fellows let fail the chest, 
and scamper off.) : , 

Ha! ha? the jackalls have quitted their prey 
easily enough; but the question is, from whence 
could they have taken it !---what shall I do in this 
case? Its my duty, I believe, to make the Podesta 
immediately acquainted with the whole circum- 
stance; but did’n’t the fellow mention something 
about a treasure---(tries to raise it)---very weigh- 
ty! I’ve a strong presentiment---no forcing it 
open---must be something valuable---if the Po- 
desta could only share---but once in the clutches 
of the law, and I know where ‘my portion would 
be.---I’m strangely tempted, no one witness’d 
how I came by it---shall be so, and if Gabriotto 
and his relation---ah? who, who’s there! 


Enter Gasriotro and YaLbo. 


Gad. Me to be sure, how you frighten a body--- 
did’nt you desire me to bring poor cousin Yaido to 
you. (Yaldow bows.) 

_ Bru. Aye, Aye, so I did---Good lad, good lad--- 
not a moment must be lost (aside.) 

Gab. Good lad! that’s the first kind word I’ve 
had this many a day. 
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Bru. Gabriotto, your relation must help you 
with this chest to my house immediately. 

Gab. That I wili master---to think what good 
wortis can do---(éries it)---its cruel heavy, where 
does it come from ? 

Gru. What’s that to---merchandise from Pa- 
dua; I just met the porter here, and to avoid the 
expense of their taking it home, I--- 

Gab. Left it for us to do, eh! 

Bru. Exactly. 

Gab. Well come along (signs Yaldo to help 
him). ; 

Bru. As it contains something I am very choice 
of, be sure to put it safe in my apartment--- in the 
mean time, Ill see if all goes right here (aside} 
observe my orders Gabriotto, and a good supper 
shall be your reward. 

Gad. Say no more---it never rains but it pours! 
Good boy, and good supper, oh! the delightful 
sounds. Come Yaldo, good supper! if it were the 
church of St. Peter, I think I could carry it with 
such a prospect---never fear, we'll have it safe, 
depend upon it. [Lxeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST AGT. 
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ACT Ti 


SCENE I. Outside of Dr. Vixcor0’s House, as in 
Scene I. Act. I. ( Moonlight.) 


Enter RInaupo. 


Rin. Where the devil can that loitering rascal 
have gone to? I have been waiting for him in the 
utmost anxiety these two hours; he may depend 
on receiving his full deserts, whenever we meet, 
an idle scoundrel. Can’t tell to what extent my 
plan may have succeeded. I see no light in the 
house; yes, *tis most likely they’re all gone to 
bed, and Popolino, has not attempted any thing 
in my behalf. (Goes te the door.) 


( Nonna appears at the window on the second floor. } 


Non. Heigho! 

Rin, lheard a noise! 

Non. Oh dear me! what a miserable being Iam. 

Rin. | know that voice! 

Von. 1’m sure his ghost will haunt me, oh! 

Rin. ’Tis Nonna, (calls gently,) Nonna! 

Non. Ah! (screams.) 

Rin. Nonna, ’tis 1, Rinaldo. 

Non. What! Rinaldo. 

Rin. Ay! did’n’t you expect me? 

Von. But are you quite sure you’re Rinaldo? ~ 

Rin. Can’t you trust your own eyes ? 

Won. Don’t know that I can, crying has quite 
spoil’d ’em. 

Rin. Crying! why what’s the matter ? 

Non. Oh sir, such a fatal accident, oh! (cries} 

Rin. Good heavens! what do you mean? 

Non. To be deprived of our only comfort— 
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Rin. Ah! my heart misgives me. 
_ Non, Of so much sweetness— 

Rin. Gracious heaven, I dare not ask— 

Von. Of so much beauty— 

Rin. It must, Nonna, I scarce can speak, but 
too fatally fear— 

Non. Ah, Sir! 

Rin. That I have lost—- 

Non. Oh! 

Rin. My beloved— 

Non. Popolino. 

Rin. Popolino ? 

Non. Popolino.-= 

Rin. You astonish me! how could the dreadful 
accident have happened? but say, is your master 
gone to Padua ? 

Von. He is, sir. 

Rin. You must tell me the rest within, come 
down, therefore, and unlock the door. 

Non. That’s impossible, Sir; Beatrice has the 
key, and nothing could induce her to part with it, 
for a moment. 

Rin. How, then, shall I be able to see Fran- 
cesca ? , 

Non. Why sir, I’ve a little contrivance of my 
own, which will bring you into her presence di- 
rectly ; but first have the kindness to see that 
we’re entirely free from observation. 

Rin. Instantly, Nonna; poor girl, believe me, 
I pity your hard fate sincerely. . 

Non. (Relapsing into tears again.) Oh! sir, it’s 
unknown what my feelings have been, but it can’t 
be help’d ; do what I requested, and we’ll pre- 
pare the rest within. 

Rin. Never fear me. | 

fExit. Nonna retires, — 


Act 11.} SLEEPING DRAUGHT. 25 


Enter Vixcoro from an upper entrance. 


Vin. Yes, 1 was had sure enough ; confound that 
Dutch rasca!, he over-reach’d me ; well it was 
my own fauit, I ought to have known what coun- 
tryman I had todeal with; instead of finding 
Signior Gonsalvo ill in Padua, I overtook him, 
scarcely a league from this very spot, returning 
from a party of pleasure, and as drunk as he 
could conveniently be. Fortune send all right at 
home ; no lights, no noise; I’ll let myself quietly 
in, and come upon them unawares, (goes towards 
the door, and gets beneath the window.) How 
confoundedly my sconce aches. Ah! the effect of 
these provoking crosses, without a parcel of non- 
sensical lovers’ tricks, to add to the burthen, one 
would think, the double capacity of magistrate 
and surgeon, was weight enough for any man’s 
head. (4 refie ladder is suddenly thrown from 
the window ufion VincoLo.) Zounds, that’s 
enough for mine; curse it, the house is coming 
out of the window. (feels his shoulder.) Ah, there’s 
a—shoulder dislocated. 

NVon. Sir, sir, sir, sir. 

Vin. Eh! eh! 

. Non. Its down. 

Vin. I know it. 

Non. You'd hardly credit the invention; but 
seeing’s believing. : 

Vin. And so is feeling. (rubbing his shoulder.) 

Non. Don’t delay, for as far as it can, this un- 
fortunate affair may be set right. 

Vin. 1 wish it was. 

Non. Come, come, you'll be surprised before 
you storm the citadel. A 

Vin. Indeed! then I'll first make sure of the 
scaling ladder. 

Non, Pray come up, don’t lose a moment. 


Vin. Why what the devil, does she want me te”” 


rob my own house? 
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Non. Don’t be alarmed, you may safely ven- 
ture in at the window. 

Vin. Here’s an infernal contrivance, I'll see 
the end of it, I’m determined, so here goes. (gets 
in.) One way of a man’s getting into his own 
house, however. (he begins to ascend.) Ay! Ay! 
this is a rising prospect, with a vengeance! Now 
for it, Madam. (4s soon as he reaches the win- 
dow, Nonna screams at the sight of him, and lets 
go the cord of the ladder, which falls instantane- 
ously to the ground.) 

Non. The devil! the devil! (she retires.) 

Vin. S’death what a fall!—all the breath is 
jolted out of my body—no bones broke—it’s a 
mercy I’ve escaped—almost serves me right in 
venturing such a trick.—Eh! don’t I hear a foot- 
step '—Some of the gang I’ll be bound.—If 1 can 
but conceal myself, further discoveries may be 
made. Oh! what a pain in the back!—well it’s 
no worse.—Yes, here comes the cuckoo—I’ll let 
him fly safely into the nest, before I think proper 
to pounce upon him.—Oh, lord! (he retires.) 


Enter RInarpo. 


Rin. So all’s safe—not a soul about any where 
«—she has let down a ladder I see.—Nonna— 
Nonna—strange she shouldn’t be on the watch, at 
this important moment—Nonna, I say. 

Non. (Peeps at the window.) Eh! surely that 
was Signior Rinaldo’s voice—very strange ! 

Rin. Nonna! 

Non. It is Rinaldo! _ 

Rin. Aye! what did You go away for ? 

Non. For! didn’t you see him! 

Rin. See! who? 

Non. Why the old gentleman, to be sure ! 

Rin. Nonsense! he must be, by this time, safe 
at Padua ;—your head is turned, Nonna—there 
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hasn’t been a soul near the spot---all’s as silent 
as a church. 

‘on. Oh! don’t go to frighten me---I could al- 
most take my oath he was here not a minute ago 
on that very ladder which I was holding for you, 
Sir; but, at the very first sound of his voice, I 
screamed and 

Rin. What, Nonna ! 

Von. Let him gently down again. 

Rin, Singular enough !---You must certainly be 
deceived, Nonna; had any one passed this way, - 
I should, undoubtedly, have seen him. 

Non. Then it was a ghost, or hobgobblin, or some 
such thing,---Oh! Sir, who knows but it was poor 
Popolino’s apprehension, come to haunt me in 
the form of my old master !---Oh, dear! I won’t 
go to bed tonight alone---I’m frightened out of my 
wits! j 

Rin. Ridiculous3-don’t give way to such idle 
fancies._-_But come, we musn’t trifle with these 
important moments. 

Non. Well, then, Sir, I’m so afraid. (fastens the 
ladder. ) 

Rin. Vhat’s a kind girl---depend upon it you 
shall soon be rewarded for your trouble. ( Goes ufi 
the ladder. ) 

Vin. (behind) Ah! that she shall indeed.--There 
he goes. 





(He gets into the window.) 


Rin, For fear of discovery, let us take in the 
ladder, (they draw it through the window,) and 
now we may bid defiance to detection. (they re- 
tire.) 

Vin. (comes forward.) May you so, young man? 
don’t make too certain of it.---S’death, I’m in 
such a passion.---I’lf have yon amorous puppy 
severely punished for his audacity---and as for 
that scheme-hatching Nonna---I’ll pay her for the 
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trick she played me just now, with swinging in- 
terest---she shall walk out of the window with 
that d d ladder for her wages. (goes to the 
door.) No-+-another thought has struck me---’tis 
more certain vengeance.---Yes, Pll raise the offi- 
cers of justice, and unless Bruno chuses to com- 
promise the affair, Rinaldo shall be made an ex- 
ample of.---I must about it instantly, and return, 
my pretty turtles, before you’re aware.---Oh! my 
back !---confound that fall, I shall never get over 
it! [Exit. 
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SCENE II. 4 large Gothie Mpartment in Bruno's 
Farm House—every thing bearing the appearance of 
extreme penury-—a kind of bed, or couch, on one side— 
the chest standing endways on the other—a large win- 
dow at the back—broken panes—squares partly filled 
up by hay, rags, Ge. Se 


Enter Broxo and Gasrrorto with a stable lantern, and 
a very small piece of candle lighted in it. 


Bru. There, there, that will do Gabriotto--- 
*twas lucky you borrowed the light, or we should 
have had a difficulty in finding the way---now run 
back to the stable---rub down the mule, and then 
you may take two or three hours’ rest. 

Gad. Vm sure I’ve need of it---Aw! aw! (yawn- 
ing) I thought all the work was done---one’s so 
sleepy---declare Pd sooner give a paoli than rub 
down that plaguy beast to-night. 

Bru. Would you? give me the money and Pll 
do it myself. | 

Gab. Eh! I don’t find myself so tired as I was; 
what a man you are---if I were but as careful as 

ou. ; 

Bru. Imitate my example, then. 
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Bru. But now to our morning’s work :---has the 
new comer been here yet ? 

Poft Ay, now they’re talking of me. 

Gab. Yes, some time ago, he’s hard by. 

Bru. Well aid is the job done ? 

Gas. Why no, he waited till you or myself 
came, for he’s not able to drag him to the slaugh- 
ter alone :---but he’ll be stuck in a few minutes. 

Pofi.. Oh lord ! oh lord ! 

Bru. Well. he must make the most of his time, 
he has been pretty well used to the business ? 

Gab Bless you, all his life:----many a poor 
thing have I seen him put out of the world in a 
twinkling, such a flourish with his knife,---takes 
"em just below the left ear. 

Pop. Ob my poor left ear ! 

Bru. Usha’nt be able to see it myself,---but you 
two can manage him I dare say, tell Yaldo to be 
particularly careful how he takes off the skin. 

Pop. What ? are they going to skin me! 

Bru. And you likewise can show how I’ want 
him to be cut up. 

Pop. Cut up! 

Bru. Because part of the carcase, must be sent 
to Signior Scariffilo the Surgeon at Padua. 

Pop. A Surgeon! Oh iord! 

Gab. Then Vil set about it directly,----hark, I 
hear Cousin Yaldo whetting his knife, with impa- 
tience,---we’ll just drag him out to be killed, 
and,--- 

Pofr. Oh! oh! (he groans heavily.) 

Gab. Mar---Master. beg 

Bru. Eh! é frightened, 

Gab. Wha’at was that. 

“Pop. Ol! oh! 

Gab. Did—did you hear them ? 

Bru Ye’es I, 1 did. 

Pop, (still moaning,) Miserable wretch. 

Bru. It speaks,---a warning voice, 
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Gab. A Ghost! a ghost,----(going to run off, 
Bruno stops him.) 

Bru. Gabriotto, don’t leave me I implore you. 

Gab (trembling,) a Ghost! a Ghost! 

(Pop. who has heard the exclamations of the servant, 
recovers himself---throws down the lid, and speaks 
in a hollow tone.)----Wretches, repent,----repent 

your crimes. 
rue Ou! Ido , 
> . me bette i. 1. & (they fall on their knees.) 
Pop. Oh! (he wraps himself up in his sheet, and rises 
gradually from the chest.) 
‘Bru, It rises ! 
Gad. It’s a coming. 


(Porotino comes down the stage shaking his head at 
them, they hide their faces from him,—he stalks to- 
wards them, exclaiming in a solemn tone,---Oh f 
oh ! and makes towards the door.) 

Nonna. (without) Sir,---%ir,---Signior Bfuno,----(en- 
tering here’s been such a to do ----- (Sees Popolino, 
screams and tremblingly falls on her knees.) 

Pop. Looks at her,—shakes his head and endeavours 

to get to the door, when Enter FRANCESCA. 

Fran. (:-niering) Oh Sir, I come to implore 
you,—(Sces Pofrolino.) What do I see,---ah ! 

Rinaldo. (entering )---My dear Father Iam here too, 
(starts at seeing Popolino, who still tries to make 
his way thro’ the door.) then catches Francesca 
as she faints ) 

Vincolo. (entering with the officers of Justice.) Don’t 
let any one pass.—(meets Popolino,)—(a pause) 
—-Why who the devil are you? 

Pop. Oh! (endeavouring to frighten him.) 

Vin Oh! what a plague do you mean by OA? 

Gab. (looking up) Let it go----let it go----its a 
Ghost 

Vin. A Ghost, eh !---then this cane will have 
no impression on him (seizes and beats Popfolino.) 

Gab. Look master, look, the Doctor’s a beating 
the Ghost. 
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Bru. S’death and the devil. (rises ashamed of 
his fear.) 

Pop. Hold, hold, my good Sir, hold----?m no 

host you’ve beat me ’till Thav’nt an atom of 
spirit in me. 

Non. (recovering) What---and are you are you 
really alive ? 

Pop. Much as lam. 

Von, Oh! my dear Popolino. 

Pof. My dear Nonna. (they embrace.) 

Non. Vm so overjoyed! I absolutely thought 
you were dead, and was going in an hour or so to 
look out for an Undertaker, that we might get 
you decently interr’d. _ 

Pop. Much obliged---its better as it is----tho’ 
what with thumps, bumps, and bruises, Ill be 
bound I look more like a corpse than any thing 
else. 

Vin. Silence, fellow. 

Bru. Signior Podesta, I give this villain here 
into your charge, that at more convenient time he 
may answer for his half-completed design of rob- 
bery---’twas doubtless on that intent he broke in- 
to the house. : 

Pofi. What, me! 

Bru, You, rascal. 

Gab. Yes, you rascal----came and frightened 
one out of one’s wits. 

Pof. And pray what did you do when you talk- 
ed of killing. I know who was most frightened 
of the two, a vast deal---but perhaps you think I 
walked here then, in that box, like a snail, with 
its lodging on its shoulder. But Signior Podesta, 
of course it’s your duty to see justice done every 
where, therefore Icall upon you to execute it 
now---if we are obliged to quit the house, Signior 
Bruno shall accompany us---call the officers into 
court. 

Bru. What weak artifice is this, villain. 
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Pop. Stop a moment, we'll see who’s the vil- 
lain---Signior Podesta, I solicit you, in the name 
of the law, to ask him how he came by that chest. 

Bru. (aside) Confusion ! 

Popft. You see he’s stagger’d. 

Vin. Signior, how came that chest into your 
possession ? 

Gab. Why it was sent to him this day from Pa- 
dua. 

Bru. (aside) Gabriotto, silence fool. Upon the 
honour of a man, Signior, I found it on the road, 
not fifty yards from my own house. 

Pop. A pretty little parcel to drop, sure enough! 

Vin. Bring him, and his son Rinaldo away to 

rison. 

Pop. And Gabriotto as an accomplice. 

Gab. Now don’t, Pll be obliged to you. 

Bru. Signior, as a neighbour---as a friend---are 
there no means to avoid the disgrace of these 
summary proceedings? 

Vin. Well, as I am unwilling to press this un- 
pleasant affair further, give but your consent here, 
and every thing shail be arranged to your satisfac- 
tion. er 

Bru. {aftar a struggle] Umph! 1 suppose 
there’ s no other resource, so there---I’ll e’en make 
a virtue of necessity---[ joins their hands] there. 

Vin. Popolino wont you---a---a 

Pop. Follow their example? Ah I believe I 
must; [embrace] it’s an ill wind blows nobody 
good. IE see, master, my unlucky adventures have 
terminated most fortunately for you at last, faith 
and for me too, when I reflect on the horrid dan- 
gers [have escaped in that devilish box, which 
had liked to have proved as fatal as I have heard 
Pandora’s was of old, with this exception only, 
there was still hope left in her’ s, but for poor me, — 


I had’n’t---eh !---oh yes I had---the hope of your 


approbation: _ 
FINIS, 


